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ORATION. 


Gentlemen  of  the  Phi  Kappa  Sigma  Fraternity  : — Had 
I  any  desire,  at  this  time,  to  offer  the  too  common  prefa¬ 
tory  apology,  I  could  not,  at  least  with  any  justice,  plead 
as  such,  scarcity  of  time  for  preparation,  or  insufficiency 
of  notice,  of  the  high  honor  you  have,  in  your  indulgence, 
seen  fit  to  confer  upon  me.  Apprised  of,  and  surprised  at, 
the  choice  of  the  Alpha  Chapter  for  this  occasion,  I  was 
duly  notified,  when,  early  in  the  spring  of  the  year  that  is 
now  about  to  be  thrust,  with  all  its  good  and  all  its  evil, 
into  eternity;  a  majority  of  your  Chapters  had  concurred 
in  its  decision.  Surely,  then,  even  for  one  much  pressed 
upon  in  the  busy  bustle  of  the  world,  having  for  such  a 
task  from  early  verdure  to  the  latter  frost,  such  an  excuse 
as  lack  of  opportunity,  would  be  inexcusable.  And  yet 
still,  in  the  mercy  of  humanity,  I  presume  it  might  be 
plead  with  some  effect,  for  there  is  an  enemy  of  man,  of 
whose  approach  the  earlier  he  is  notified  the  less  care  he 
seems  to  take,  and  the  nearer  it  comes,  the  less  frightful 
it  appears ;  until  at  last  it  grapples  with  him  all  unprepared ; 
that  adroitly  follows  him  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave, 
and  too  often  robs  him  of  his  very  soul — Procrastination. 
But  though  with  Mercy  postponement  through  the  vernal 
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months,  repose  from  summer  solstice  to  autumnal  storm, 
and  oblivion  till  winter’s  frost,  such  excuse  might  •some¬ 
what  avail,  ’tis  wholly  weightless  in  the  scale  of  Justice. 
Having,  then,  so  much  time,  you  will  bear  with  me  if  I 
frankly  confess  the  choice  of  a  subject,  to  which  to  invite 
your  attention,  was  a  source  of  no  little  vexation  of  spirit. 

My  predecessor,  at  our  last  similar  meeting,  gave  you 
a  truthful  and  elegant  discourse,  (to  which,  however,  I  was 
not  allowed  the  pleasure  of  an  auditor)  upon  the  rise,  ex¬ 
ternal  view,  and  tendencies  of  Secret  Societies  such  as 
our  own.  His  task  was  one  of  no  little  difficulty,  but  he 
nobly  achieved  it,  and  well  merited  your  praise ;  I  am  sure 
were  I  to  attempt  anything  further  upon  the  same,  I  could 
not  afford  you  half  the  pleasure,  and  probably  the  effort 
would  end,  simply  in  spoiling  the  work  which  he  has  left 
well  done. 

Imagining  the  only  laudable  object  on  such  occasions  to 
be  to  please  (I  dare  not  presume  to  add,  instruct),  all 
attempt  at  anything  like  Sophomoric  display  seemed  to 
me  would  be  a  poor  compliment  to  your  capability  of  ap¬ 
preciation,  and  evince  a  very  bad  taste.  But  without  at¬ 
tempting  further  to  extenuate,  I  must  plead  guilty,  if 
wrong  it  be ;  for  notwithstanding  the  extreme  latitude  of 
your  allowance,  both  of  time  and  matter — months  of  one, 
and  boundless  nature  for  the  other — bewildered  by  the 
very  multiplicity,  I  was  unable  to  make  choice ;  and  I 
stand  before  you  to-day,  having  selected  no  particular 
subject.  i~- 

Pardon  me,  then,  if  in  ignorance  I  have  stepped  beyond 
the  limits  of  the  custom-prescribed  circle,  and  had  the 
temerity  to  dare  to  tread  upon  forbidden  land.  Like  the 
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monarch  of  old,  stretch  to  me  the  golden  sceptre  if  I  in¬ 
trude  upon  vour  privacy,  for,  like  Esther,  I  will  go  in  unto 
the  king,  and  if  I  perish,  I  perish. 

Would  it  not,  indeed,  he  rather  uncongenial  and  cold, 
if  after  coming  from  such  distances  as  most  of  us  have, 
under  the  bonds  that  we  profess,  to  go  back  again,  after 
having  simply  talked  of  some  abstraction,  about  which  we 
knew  little,  and  perhaps  cared  even  less.  From  all  parts 
of  the  land  we  have  met  and  assembled  together,  “  Come, 
then,  let  us  reason  together;”  let  us  extend  the  friendly 
hand,  and  make  the  social  inquiry  of  “  How  are  you?” 
and  “What  are  you  doing?”  Kay,  more  than  this,  if  it 
please  you,  let  me,  looking  backward  to  the  past  and  for¬ 
ward  to  the  future,  in  all  sincerity  of  kindness,  ask,  How 
HAVE  YOU  BEEN?  and  HOW  DO  YOU  EXPECT  TO  BE?  WHAT 

have  you  done?  and  What  will  you  do?  And  look,  I 
entreat  you,  for  your  answers,  into  the  still,  starry  depths 
of  your  own  souls. 

The  first  inquiry,  How  are  you  ?  is  probably  easily  an¬ 
swered;  the  hale  cheek,  the  light  step,  the  strong  arm, 
the  clear  eye,  nay,  your  very  presence  here,  speaks  for 
you,  rendering  almost  useless  that  sweet  little  word —  Well. 

Would,  with  thankful  remembrance,  and  bright,  hopeful 
prospects,  with  clear  conscientious  truth,  and  strong,  high 
fixed  determination,  that  same  word  might  give  back  the 
truthful  answer  to  each  after  inquiry. 

What  are  you  doing?  will  doubtless  draw  forth  a  far 
greater  number  of  words,  yet  with  each,  it  is  to  be  hoped, 
Well!  may,  adverbially,  properly  be  used.  There  is 
scarcely  an  honorable  profession  or  business  that  has  not 
its  representative  amid  the  members  of  our  Fraternity. 
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Every  vocation  of  life  rises  to  the  full  dignity  of  those 
once  so  exclusively  esteemed  professions,  when  carried  on 
under  principles  of  honor,  and  knowledge  of  its  science. 
And  every  profession  sinks  far  below  the  grade  of  the 
lowest  menial  service,  when  beneath  the  control  of  un¬ 
principled  ignorance  and  subtle  dishonesty. 

With  us,  then,  the  honest  tiller  of  the  soil  may,  without 
sense  of  disparagement,  clasp  hands  with  the  student  of 
the  star-mantled  canopy  of  heaven ;  the  equitable  vender 
of  merchandise  stand  side  by  side  with  the  pleader  at  the 
bar  of  justice ;  ocean’s  tempest-tossed  mariner  pledge  the 
same  cup  with  the  reliever  of  physical  evil ;  and  the  black¬ 
ened  hand  and  sinewy  arm  that  makes  the  hammer  and 
the  anvil  ring  so  loud  in  praise  of  industry,  he  linked  with 
his  whose  business  ’tis  to  teach  the  law  of  God. 

And  Farmer,  Astronomer,  Merchant,  Lawyer,  Seaman, 
Doctor,  Machinist  and  Minister  may  all  stand  round  our 
common  altar,  each  chanting  in  his  own  full  tone,  and  the 
loud  chorus  swells  up  to  heaven,  blended  in  perfect  har¬ 
mony.  Well ,  then,  if  collectively  we  may  answer:  Very 
Well ! 

But  let  us  turn  from  this  present-tensed  question  and 
look  into  the  past.  It  will  be  more  instructive,  and,  it  is 
hoped,  quite  as  agreeable. 

The  lesson  of  the  present  is  learned  only  when  it  is  past. 

Aware  of  the  rule  that  forbids  the  backward  look,  and 
deviating  step,  and  commands  only  the  vigorous,  energetic 
advance  in  every  virtuous  enterprise,  yet  still  in  the  early 
part  of  our  voyage,  we  may  with  some  advantage  glance 
astern,  to  see  how  we  have  progressed,  and  be  better  ena- 
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bled  to  judge  what  speed  and  provision  is  needful  to  attain 
the  desired  haven. 

No  comparison  is  oftener  or  better  adapted  to  life  than 
a  journey.  And  is  it  not  pleasant  to  see,  when  you  can, 
over  what  you  have  passed;  more  especially  when  you 
know  you  will  never  pursue  the  same  path  again  ? 

Why,  have  you  never  drawn  the  rein  upon  your  steeds, 
on  some  high  mountain  top,  to  look  a  moment  o’er  the 
pleasant  glades,  the  fertile  fields,  the  cool  groves,  the  silver 
winding  streams,  you  have  gone  by  ? — perhaps,  too,  you 
see  some  rugged  steep,  some  sharp  projecting  rock,  some 
dangerous  turn,  in  safety  passed : — you  pause  to  gaze,  per¬ 
haps  with  sorrow,  perhaps  with  gratitude  ;  but  only  for  a 
moment;  for  quickly  the  recollection,  your  journey  is  not 
finished,  breaks  in  upon  the  pleasant  reverie ;  and  the  cry 
is — onward ! 

If  your  journey  be  through  a  very  level  land,  or  on  the 
briny  sea,  your  view  will  be  restricted  to  narrow  limits, 
and  probably  give  little  profit  or  pleasure. 

So  ’tis  with  life ;  the  review  of  dull  monotony  may  lack 
advantage,  and  fail  to  please :  but  the  rugged  portion,  and 
of  it  who  has  had  no  share  ? — the  ups  and  downs,  the 
hills  and  hollows,  the  pains  and  pleasures,  the  trials  and 
triumphs,  the  dangers  and  escapes,  will  surely  bear  revi¬ 
sion,  and  such  revision  instruct,  gratify,  improve. 

The  consciousness  of  duty  well  performed,  the  compla¬ 
cent  remembrance  of  good  deed  achieved  may  encourage, 
or  the  recognition  of  needless  delay  sharply  urge,  the 
ghost  of  misspent  hours,  all  hideous  grinning  rise — terrify 
you,  to  move  rapidly,  advance. 
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It  is  not  proposed  by  these  inquiries  to  step  within  the 
sanctity  of  the  domestic  circle,  and  with  ruthless  and  un¬ 
hallowed  hand  to  draw  aside  the  veil,  and  expose  to  view 
the  scars  unmerciful  disaster  may  have  left ;  nor  gaze  upon 
the  recent  footprints,  the  cold  heavy  tread  of  death  may 
have  impressed ;  nor  yet  to  smile  congratulation,  if  matri¬ 
monial  points  (being  yourselves  the  judges)  have  been  well 
taken ;  nor  breathe  the  sympathetic  sigh,  if  refusing  to 
lead  diamonds ,  when  your  hand  was  full,  you  have  lost  the 
game  of  love ;  had  your  long-studied  sonnets  tossed  idly 
back  in  your  face,  and  been  driven  from  Love’s  bower, 
with  desperate  bursting  heart,  exclaiming — “  Oh,  Frailty, 
thy  name  is  Woman.”  Fie,  who  would  have  our  sym¬ 
pathy,  in  such  a  case,  should  first  go  and  drown  himself. 

And  pardon  our  lack  of  charity,  if  far  worse  than  this, 
we  declare  we  have  no  pity,  even  for  him, 

“  Who,  instead  of  timidly  drawing  near, 

And  pouring  into  the  thrilling  ear, 

The  flood  of  his  souTs  devotion, 

Has  stood  and  bellowed,  in  thunder  tones, 

Across  a  half  acre  of  skirts  and  bones, 

As  if  hailing  a  ship  on  the  Ocean. 

And  when  perchance  the  maid  of  his  choice, 

Did  faintly  hear  his  loving  voice, 

And  smile  her  condescension  ; 

Why  he  captured  a  mass  of  hoops  and  rings, 

Skeletons,  bones,  and  other  things, 

Too  horrible  to  mention.” 

No  !  chagrin,  dejection,  vivacity,  or  joy;  the  events  of 
fortune,  Oi'  the  affairs  of  the  heart ;  the  altar,  or  the  tomb ; 
are  not  now  subjects  for  our  consideration.  The  tomb  and 
altar  are  alike  to  us,  for  either  may  make  us  numberless. 

To  him,  whose  heart  is  elated  by  success,  or  crushed 
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down  by  despair,  by  encounter  with  some  fair  one,  we  can 
only  bid,  God  speed!  or  Try  again!  And,  whether  For¬ 
tune  choose  to  smile  or  frown  she  has  little  effect  upon  the 
“ skull  and  bones” 

Let  us  then,  each,  each  other  ask,  How  have  you  been  ? 
What  have  you  done?  And  are  not  these  momentous 
questions  ?  Could  we  all  show  a  spotless,  stainless  record ; 
unspotted  by  error,  unsullied  by  desire  to  erase;  how 
quickly,  doubtless,  we  would  hand  down,  the  story  of  our 
lives  from  year  to  year,  and  turn  o’er  its  pages  with  a 
blush  of  pride. 

If  called  upon  by  high  authority,  to  expose  to  view,  or 
read  aloud  that  story,  would  we  not  rather  be  much  in¬ 
clined  to  turn  quickly  many  a  page  in  silence ;  omit  and 
apologize,  and  perhaps,  when  after  loudly  reading  some 
creditable  account,  stop  short,  and  like  the  poor  petti¬ 
fogger,  when  he  sees  the  balance  of  his  authority  weighs 
against  his  cause,  exclaim — “the  rest  is  unimportant.” 

Your  own  conscience  is  the  only  authority  on  earth, 
that  can  claim  such  recital,  and  to  it,  with  the  recom¬ 
mendation  to  examine  well,  and  recite  truthfully,  w~e  must 
leave  you  to  answer. 

Memory,  sweet  memory,  or  it  may  be,  bitter  memory,  is 
still  our  warmest,  best  friend,  who,  whenever  consulted, 
never  refuses  to  encourage,  or  to  warn.  Whether  or  not, 
then,  you  have  had  occasion  to  sing,  with  offended  pride, 
“Then  you’ll  remember  me,”  or,  with  doting  despair, 
“  Go,  forget  me,  why  should  sorrow:”  you  may  neverthe¬ 
less  join  in  the  air,  “I  remember,  I  remember,  how  my 
boyhood  fleeted  by,”  and  look  back  to  what  we  did  in 
school-boy  and  in  college  days.  May  we  not  with  pro- 
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priety,  revise  college  life,  since  with  it  is  so  intimately 
connected  the  very  existence  of  our  society.  Under  its 
stringent  regulations,  some  of  us  have  held  our  clandestine 
meetings,  at  times  in  silence  and  fear,  at  others  in  reckless 
bold  defiance. 

We  laughed  at  those  legislators  of  college  then,  when  in 
bold  rebellion,  and  to  their  eyes  patent  perjury,  and  alarm¬ 
ing  vice,  from  time  to  time  we  met ;  we  laugh  at  them 
now,  when,  after  five  years  exemption  from  their  rule,  in 
cool  deliberation,  our  consciences  do  not  reproach  us. 
And  could  they  know  their  ignorance,  and  see  their  blind 
folly — for  they  at  least,  should  know  what  a  stimulant 
persecution  is  to  enterprise,  they  would  in  honest  affabi¬ 
lity  laugh  at  themselves. 

Can  you  not  all  remember  instances,  at  the  remembrance 
of  which,  you  may  still  laugh.  Without  classroom  refe¬ 
rence,  to  the  stumps ,  the  routs,  the  fizzles ,  and  the  tares , 
most  of  us  have  made ;  nor  to  the  ridiculous  mistakes,  as 
u  alter  os  elephantes ’  the  “high  elephants;”  nor  yet,  when 
weekly,  the  excuses  for  various  absences,  were  demanded, 
the  equivocal  “sic”  (that’s  so)  was  quickly  responded;  but 
when  the  gentle  tap  at  midnight,  interrupted  the  forbidden 
game,  how  quickly  the  lights  were  extinguished,  the  com¬ 
panions  stowed  under  the  bed,  the  daily  habiliments  doffed, 
and  the  night  clothes  donned,  the  yawning  cry  of  “Whose 
there  ?  wait  a  minute !”  and  the  relieved  and  boisterousyell, 
when  after  all  the  opened  door,  but  admitted  a  sportive 
friend.  Or  when,  with  gloved  hand  we  thundered  the  pre¬ 
viously  heated  balls  and  dumb  bells  along  the  long  entries 
of  Old  North,  and  then  laughing,  peeped  round  the  corner, 
to  watch  the  anxious,  quiet-loving  tutor,  eagerly  catch  up, 
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but  more  eagerly  drop  them  again.  Doubtless  all  of  us 
can  remember  instances  like  these.  Look  back  then,  and 
laugh,  for  ’tis  good  to  laugh  when  you  may,  and  weep 
when  you  must. 

But  it  is  time  to  exchange  our  last  proposed  inquiries, 
whose  answers  require  more  consideration,  and  care,  than 
those  relating  to  either  the  present  or  the  past. 

Be  careful,  then,  when  you  reply  to  “How  do  you  ex¬ 
pect  to  be?”  and  “What  will  you  do?” 

The  first,  other  than  in  accordance  with  the  knowledge 
of  the  laws  that  govern  general  results,  is  scarcely  answer- 
able  ;  for  no  matter  what  you  may  do,  you  can  reply  with 
no  degree  of  eertainty,  when,  vdiere,  or  how  you  may  be 
situated. 

Triumph  may  elate,  or  failure  discourage  you;  yet  if 
your  intentions  be  good,  you  may  be  sure  of  the  sweet 
contentment  and  joy  of  conscious  rectitude;  and  may  even 
now,  proudly  answer,  “  ’Tis  not  in  mortals  to  command 
success,  but  we’ll  do  more,  deserve  it.” 

But,  what  will  you  do?  Ho  matter  how  young,  how  old, 
how  sure,  or  how  uncertain  you  may  be  of  transpiring 
events,  you  may,  with  strong  determination,  and  high 
fixed  purpose,  at  least  answer — Right  !  We  all  pretend  to 
some  little  education.  We  all  at  least  know  positive  virtue 
from  absolule  vice.  And  we  all  know  the  ultimate  reward 
of  each.  Let  us  then,  knowing  the  falsity  of  the  gain,  that 
evil  sometimes  promises,  abandon  it,  and  be  virtuous,  for 
virtue’s  sake  alone. 

What  though  an  evil  deed  sometimes  temporarily  profit, 
even  while  concealed,  remorse  is  sure  to  make  that  very 
advantage  a  grievous  burden,  and  when  at  last  the  pure 
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beams  of  truth  fall  upon  it,  and  sooner  or  later  fall  they 
must,  your  companions  shrink  away  at  the  knowledge  of 
your  guilt;  your  fellow  men  point  at  you  with  the  slow 
moving  finger  of  scorn,  whole  nations  hear  and  contemp¬ 
tuously  execrate,  the  very  fiends  in  hell  chatter  in  derision, 
and  Satan  himself  extends  the  deceptive,  polluting  hand,  to 
grasp  your  own  in  token  of  good  fellowship.  But,  oh  !  a 
good  deed,  well  done,  is  sure  at  least  to  bring  the  sweet 
complacency  of  approving  conscience,  and  if,  perchance, 
truth  expose  its  bright  beauty,  friends  esteem,  love,  and 
crowd  round  you ;  your  countrymen  shout  loud  and  long 
in  praise,  and  old  oceans’  waves  breaking  on  yonder  shore, 
catch  up  the  sound,  and  mingling,  bear  it  to  far  off*  lands, 
that  they  too  may  join  in  lauding  you.  Hay,  more  than 
all  this,  Saints  in  Heaven  smile  in  recognition;  angels 
clap  their  lily  hands  in  ecstacy  of  joy,  and  the  voice  of 
Omnipotence  itself  proclaims,  “Well  done,  thou  good  and 
faithful  servant.” 

Since  all  then,  know  good  from  evil,  pursue  the  good, 
and  eschew  the  evil !  There  is  generally  little  difficulty  in 
determining  the  good  from  the  evil !  Extremely  doubtful 
cases  seldom  arise.  Hasty,  though  -well  meant  action,  may 
sometimes  be  wrong.  First,  though  earnest  glances  may 
not  always  recognize.  Judgment  may  seem  at  times  to 
conflict  with  conscience.  But  I  know  of  no  rule  with 
fewer  exceptions,  none  whose  giver  is  more  entitled  to  re¬ 
spect  and  esteem,  for  soundness  of  judgment,  life  long  in¬ 
tegrity,  purity  of  purpose,  religious  respect,  and  humanity 
of  feeling,  than  “When  the  heart  is  right,  the  head  gene¬ 
rally  is  too.” 

It  matters  not  then,  what  vocation  you  may  choose. 
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Choose  honestly!  It  matters  not  what  you  do,  do  vir¬ 
tuously! 

Be  active !  Be  vigilant !  Be  brave !  Be  brave,  for 
bravery  must  guard  what  vigilance  has  discovered  and 
activity  achieved.  Be  vigilant,  for  vigilance  protects  bra¬ 
very  from  insidious  evil,  and  renders  action  less  onerous 
and  more  available. 

Be  active,  for  action  secures  the  reward  of  vigilance,  and 
the  victory  of  bravery. 

’Tis  the  action  of  the  ocean,  that  makes  its  wave  dash  on  the  shore, 

’Tis  only  by  eternal  motion,  that  it  keeps  itself  so  pure; 

Its  huge  billows  by  this  action,  with  their  white  crests  are  spread  o’er, 
And  each  loud  contending  faction,  serves  to  give  its  mighty  roar. 

’Tis  by  action  of  the  planets,  the  world  is  held  in  strict  control, 

And  ’tis  their  propelling  mandates,  that  do  make  it  onward  roll. 

“  No  orb’s  so  small  but  in  its  motion,  sweetly  like  an  angel  sings,” 

And  each  and  all  drink  Heaven’s  portion,  to  give  to  life  unceasing  springs. 

Should  the  action  cease  in  ocean,  soon  ’twould  grow  a  stagnant  deep ; 

Did  earth  one  instant  stop  in  motion,  quickly  o’er  the  land  ’twould  sweep. 
Thus  important  in  Creation,  every  action  we  do  find, 

Everything  owes  its  salvation,  to  an  action  of  this  kind. 

l"et  all  powers  from  one  greater,  their  existence  do  derive ; 

All  owe  to  the  Great  Creator,  thanks  that  they  do  live  and  thrive. 

Be  it  mind,  or  be  it  matter, — rests  from  action  soon  destroy ; 

Ease  tho’,  it  may  please  and  flatter,  is  shown  us  only  to  decoy. 

Let  each  youth  then,  spring  to  action,  shaking  lethargy  all  off, 

Striking  in  the  right  of  faction,  tho’  opponents  proudly  scoff. 

Time,  with  energy  unceasing,  surely  will  the  victory  give ; 

Act !  each  day  in  strength  increasing,  Act !  for,  ’tis  to  act  we  live. 

'With  an  eye  upon  Truth,  tbe  polar  star  of  glory — 
“Whatever  tbine  band  'findetb  to  do,  do  it  with  thy 
might;  for  their  is  no  work,  nor  device,  nor  knowledge, 
nor  wisdom  in  the  grave,  whither  thou  goest.” 
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